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Watching Over You 


Carl was watching the snow come down outside. It built up on the windowsill in little drifts as it flurried past. 


The sky was bright and dark all at once, that quality unique to the first snow of the season. 
Carl loved the snow. 
‘Its snowing!" he had exclaimed around midnight when the snow started. 


Greg, looking up from a notebook of lyrics, had glanced toward the window and back to Carl's eager face. "Yes, 


Carl, it's snowing." 
There was a fire burning in the fireplace and the lamps in Greg's well-kept living room were turned low. Carl 
had gathered a blanket around his shoulders and joined Greg on the couch, wrapping the taller man up in the 
blanket with him. 


"Bed?" Greg had asked, leaning over to brush a kiss against Carl's temple. 


"Nah," Carl had replied. "| wanna stay up and watch the snow." 


Greg had smiled a little and rolled his eyes and gotten up and gotten himself another scotch before settling 
back in next to Carl. Carl watched the snow and Greg wrote and sipped at the scotch until his eyelids drooped 
and the pen dangled limply from his fingers. It was just after two when Carl noticed. 


He smiled softly to himself as he took the empty glass from Greg's sturdy fingers, padded in bare feet to the 
kitchen to rinse it out. Carl closed the notebook and put it, with the pen, on the table where Greg would surely 
come back to them in the morning. He turned off all the lights save one, checked the embers glowing in the 

fireplace to be sure they were on their way out, and smoothed the feathery hair away from Greg's forehead 


before climbing back onto the couch and wrapping his arms around his waist. 

Greg frowned in his sleep, and Carl wriggled up to kiss his jaw. His eyes fluttered open. 

He opened his mouth in a half-yawn half-groan and wrapped his arm around Carl. "Bed?" he asked again. 

Carl burrowed closer to Greg under the blanket, craning his neck to kiss his temple, the broad slope of his 
cheek, the side if his nose. Greg cupped Carl's jaw with a callused palm and shifted to kiss him once, gently, on 
the mouth. 

"Bed," Carl said, giving Greg a squeeze around the middle before standing, blanket still draped around him. 
When Carl entered the bedroom carrying a glass of water, he found Greg in a well-worn t-shirt and boxer 
shorts, drawing the curtains back from the window. Carl peeled off his shirt and shucked his jeans and came 
forward, resting his chin on Greg's shoulder. 

"Whatcha doin?" He asked. 

"You wanted to watch the snow," Greg replied matter-of-factly. 

Carl took him by the hand and they climbed into bed, pulling the duvet up around them. Greg wound his arm 


around Carl's shoulders, threading long fingers in his hair. Carl rested his cheek on Greg's chest, watching the 


drifts of snow fall outside with bright eyes, letting the steady beat of Greg's heart lull him to sleep. 


